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SCENE I: Ain open Heath: 
Thunder aud Lightwing: 

Euter three Witches: 


: I WITCH. 
HEN ſhall we three meet again, mY _— 
In Thunder, Lightning, & in rain? 9 
2 Witch. When the hurly-Hurly's done, 4 
When the Battel's loſt and won. t ; 
3 Mitch. That will be e're ſet of Sun. 
1 Mitch Where the place? 
2 Witch, Upon the heath; | 
3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, Gray-Malein. (A fhritk lik an ot: 
All. Padock calls---anon--- Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 
Hover through the fog and filthy Air. 
"1999 riſe from the Stage , and fy away. | 
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4 THE TRAGEDY 
SCENE II. 4 Palace. 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox , 


. with Attendants ,. meeting a bleed; "g Cap- 
Lain. 


King. What t bloody Man is that? He can report , 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the Revolt 
The neweſt ftate. 


Mal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Soldier fought 
Gainſt my Captivity. Hail, bail , brave Friend! 


. Say to the King, the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didſt leave it. 


| Cap. Doubtful it ſtood ; | 
=s As two ſpent Swimmers, that do cling together ; d 
And choak their Art: The mercileſs Macdonnel 
(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the Weſtern Iſles 

Ok Kernes and Gallow-glaſſes is ſupply d; 

And Fortune on his damned quarry ſmiling , , 5 

. Shew'd like a Rebels Whore. But all's too weak 

Por brave Macberh (well he deſerves that name) 

Diſdaining Fortune, with his brandiſht ſteel. 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 

Like Valours Minion , Carved out his paſlage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave; 

Aa Which ne'er ſhook hands, nor bad farewe! to him, 
'Tilthe unſeam d him from the nave to th chops 
And fix d his Head upon our Battlements. 

EKing. O valiant Couſin! Worthy Gentleman 
— Cap. As whence the Sun gins his reflexion, 
8 East Storms and direful Thunders break; 
om that "prin , whence coratort ſeem d to come 
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of MAC BET H. 57 


Diſcomfort ſwells Mark , King of Scotland, mark: 
No ſooner j uſtice had. with Valour arm'd, | 
Compel!'d theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heels. 
But the Norweyan Lord ſurveying vantage, 
With furbiſht Arms,and new ſupplies of Men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. | 

King. Diſmaid not this our Captains, Macbeth & Bauquo? 

Cap Ves, as Sparrows Eagles or the Hare the Lion. 

If I ay ſooth, I muſt report they were 
As Cannons overcharg'd with double cracks, 
So they redoubled ſtroaks upon the Foe: 
Whether they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Golzotha, 
I cannot tell 
But Iam faint; my gaſhes cry for help--- 
| King. So well thy words become thee, as thy Wounds, 
They imack of Honour both: Go, get him Surgeons. 
Who comes here? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 


Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſſe. 
Len. What haſte looks through his eyes! 
So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange, 
Roſſe. God fave the King. | ; 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou , worthy Thane t 
Roſſe. From Fife, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Sky, 
And fan our People cold. | | 
Norway himſelf, with numbers terrible, 
Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal Traitor, 
The Thane of Cawdor , began a diſmal conflict, 
Till that Bellanas Bridegroom , lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf compariſons, 
Point againſt point. rebellious arm gainſt arm, 
Curbing his lax iſn Spirit: And to conclude, 
The Victry fell on us. | 
Ang. Great Happineſs / 
WM A 3 
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Roſſe. That now Sweno, the Norweyan King, 
Craves compoſition : 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disburſed, at St. Col mess kill, 
Ten thouſand Dollars, to our general uſe. | 
King No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall n 
Our boſom intexeſt. Go, pronounce his Death, 
And with his former Title, greet aba. 
Roſſe. III fee it done. 
Xing. What he hath ot , note Macbeth hath won. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 111 The Heath. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1 Witch. Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 

2 Witch. Killing Swine. 

3 Witch. Siſter , where thou ? 

1 Witch. A Sailors Wife had cheſtnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht: 
Give me, quoth 1. 

Aroint thee, Witch, the rump- -fed Ronyon cries, 
Her Hushand's to Aleppo gone, Maſter o'th' Tiger: 
But in a ſieve I'll thither fail, 

And like a rat without a tail, 

Fild do---T'1] do and ll do. 

2 Witch. I'll give the a wind, 

1 Witch. Th'art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

x Witch. I my ſelf have all the other, 

And the very points the y blow, | 

All the quarters that they know , 

T'th' Shipman's card. 

Fl drain him dry as hay; 

Sleep ſhall neither night nor day. 


mw upon his pent- houſe lid: 
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AC D ETL þ 
He ſhall live a Man forbid; | 
Weary ſen' nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his Bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt-toft, 
Look what I have. 
2 Witch. Show me, ſhew me. 
1. Witch. Here, I have a Pilots thumb, 
Wrackt as aa he did come. 
Drum within \ 
3 Witch, A drum, a drum, Macbeth doth come. 
All. The wey ward Siſters, hand in hand , 
Poſters of the Sea ard Land, 
Thus do go about, about; 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 


Peace, the Charm's waund up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers 
and other Attendants. 


Aach. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen; 

Ban. How far is't call'd to Soris?— What are 
theſe? 

So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, 
That look not like th'Inhabitants of th'Farth, 
And yet are on't? Live you? or are you ought 
That Man may queſtion ?. You ſeem to underſtand me. 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips - You ſhould be Women; 
And jet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 

Mach. Speak if you can; what are you? 

1 Witch, All bal, Macbeth" hail to thee, Thazie of 


I; 


Glames! D Cawdor ! 
2 much. All hail, Matbeth ! hail to thee Thane of 
$1 = + 3 
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8 THE TRAGEDY 
3 2 All hail, Macbeth, that ſhalt be King here. 
iter ! | | 

Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart, and ſeem to fear 

Things that do ſound fofair ? Ith name of Truth , 

Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed [ To the Witches, 

Which outwardly ye ſhew 7 My noble Partner, 

You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 

Of noble having, and of Royal hope, 

That he ſeems rapt withal! : to me you {peak not. 

If you can look into the ſeeds of Time, 

And fay, which grain will grow , and which will not, 

Speak then to me, who neither beg, not fear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 Witch Hail! 

2 Witch, Hail! 

3 Witch. Hail ! 

1 Witch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and preater. 

2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get Kings, tho' ne'er thou ſhalt 
be one. . | 

So all hail! Macbeth and Banquo. 

| r Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail / 

- Macb; Stay, you imperfect Speakers. Tell me more? 

By Sinels Death I know I am Thane of Glames ; 

But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawair lives. 

A proſperous Gentleman : and to be King, | 

Stands not within the proſpect of beliet, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 

You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why, 

Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way, 

With ſuch prophetic greeting ? — _ 

Speak, I charge you. ¶ Witches vaniſh, 
Ban. The Earth hath bubles, as the Water has; 

And theſe are of them: Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mack. Into the air: and what ſeem d corporal, 

Melted, as breath into the Win. 


Would 
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Would they had ſtaid. | | 
Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 
Macb. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 
Baz. You ſhall be King. g 
Mac. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? 
Ban. To th ſelf. ſame tune, and words. Who's here? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 


Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The News of thy ſucceſs, and when he reads 
Thy perſonal venture in the Rebels Fight, 
His wonder and his praiſes do contend , 
Which ſhould be thine or his. Silenc'd. with that, 
In viewing o'er the reſt o'th* ſelf-fame day, 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyen Ranks 
Nothing afraid, of what thy ſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of Death. As thick as Tale 
Came Poſt with Poſt ; and every one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his Kingdoms great defence , 
And pour'd them down before him. _ 
Ang. We are ſent, 
To give thee, from our Royal Maſter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his ſig ht, | 
Not pay thee. | | 
Roſſe. And for an earneſt of a greater Honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor ? 
In which Addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it is thine. (7 | 
Ban. What, can the Devil ſpeak true? 
Mach; The Thane of Cawdor lives; | 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrowed Rodes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet; 
But under heavy Judgment bear s that life, | 
8 2 e y Which 
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10 THE TRAGEDY 
Which he deferves to loſe. 
Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 
Or did the Rebel line with hi den help, 
And vantage; or that with both ſides he labour'd 
In this his Country's wrack, I know not. 
But Treaſons capital, confeſs d, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 
Mach. Glames, and Thane of Cawdor ! [ Aſide. 
The greateſt is behind. © Thanks for your pains. 
D To Angus. 

Do you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings? 

I To Banquo, 
When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no leſs to them? 

Ban. T hat truſted home, 

Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 
Beſides the Thave of Cawdor. But tis ſtrange; 
Aud ofcentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The Inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths. 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray us 
In depceſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. 


As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Act 


Of the imperial Theam. I thank you, Gentlemen 


This ſupper natural ſolliciting 

Cannot be ill; cannot be good — It ill. 

Why hath it given me carneſt of 3 a 
Commencing ina Truth ? Iam Thane of Cawdor, 
If good? Why do yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my ſeated Heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of Nature? Preſent fears 

Are leſs than horrible imaginings : 


My . whoſe murther yet 5 but Staten 


* 
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J. To Roſſe and Angus, 
Mach. Two truths are to] [ Aſide. 
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Shakes ſo my {ingle ſtate of 
in Remis 


That function is mother d i 
And nothing is, but what is not. 
Ban. Look how our Partner's rapt. 
Mach. If Chance will have me King, why Chance 
may crown me [ _- de. 


Without my ſtir. 


Ban. New Honours come upon him, 
Like our ſtrange garments , cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ule. 
Mach Come what come may, 
Time and the hour runs thro' the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth , we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Mach. Give me your favour: 
My dull bram was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kind Gentlemen, your pains are regiſtred, 
Where every day I turn the leaf to read them. 
Let us toward the King: Think upon | To Banquo, 
What hath chanc'd, and at more time, 
The interim having wei ghd it, let us _ 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Macb. Till then enough : | 
Come, Friends. l Exennt; 


SCENE IV. A Palace. 


Floarish. Enter King » Malcolme , Donal⸗ 
bain, Lenox, and Attendants. 


Ring. Is Execution 4 on "Canal ; 
Are not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 
Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But J "Bos. ſpoke with one that ſaw him die; * 
Vho did report, that very frankly he Fes 
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Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor d your Highneſs pardon, 
And ſet forth a deep repentance. : 
Nothing in his life became him, like the teas 

ving it. 5 þ 
He died as one that ſtudied in his Death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he own'd , 
As 'twere a careleſs trifle. 

| King. There's no art | | 
Jo find the minds conſtruction in the face: 

He was a Gentleman on whom 1 built 
An abſolute truſt, | 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo , Roſſe and 
©... 2+ 4:5 RED 


O worthieſt Couſin ! _ 
The ſin of my ingratitude even now - 
Was heavy on me. Thou art ſo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wind of recompence is ſlow, | 
To overtake thee. Would thou had leſs deſery'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment , 
Might have been mine: Only I've left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 
In doing, it pays it ſelf. | 
Your Highneſs'part is to receive our duties; 
And our duties are to your Throne and State, 
Children and Servants; which do but what they ſhould, 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your Love 
And Honour. = 
King. Welcome hither : 3 
J have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banque , 
2 as: ous ng ty „ and muſt be known 
o leſs to have done ſo: Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. 
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of MACBET H. 

Ban. There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your own. 

King. My plenteous joys, f 
Wanton in fulneis , ſeek to hide themſelves 
In drops of Sorrow, Sons, Kinſman, & Thanes, 
And you, whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 
We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, Malcom, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : Which Henour mult 
Not unaccompanied inveſt him only , | 
But ſigns of Nobleneſs, like Stars ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers. From hence to Inverneſs — 
And bind us turther to you. 

Macb. The reſt is labour, which is not us'd for you; 
I'll be my ſelf the Harbinger, and make jo; ful 
The hearing of my Wife with your approach; 
So humbly take my leave. | 

| King. My worthy Cawdor !. | | 

Mach. I he Prince of Cumberland]. that is a ſtep, 


13 


| On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o er- leap, Aſide. 


For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires, 

Let not Light ſee my black and deep deures; 

The eye Wink at the hand, yet let that be, 

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. Exit. 
King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full ſo valiant; 

And in his commendations 1 am fed; 

It is a Banquet to me. Let's after him, 


Whoſe care js gone before, to bid us welcome [ Exeunt. 
It is a peerleſs Kinſman, 


SCENE V. An Apartement in 
Macbeths Caſtle. 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone ada 42 Letter. | 
Lady. They met me in the day of Succeſs ; and 1 


have lear'd by the perfect ſt report, they have more 
| in 


14 THE TRAGEDY: 
in them than mortal knowedye. When I burnt in 
di ſire ro queſiion them further, they wade themſelves 
Air, into which they vaniſud While I ſtood raps 
in the wonder of it, came Miſſ ves from the King, 
who all bail d me Thane of Cawdor, by which Tit. 
le before, theſe weyward Siſters ſaluted me, and re. 
ferr'd me to the coming on of tine, with hail King 
that ſhalt be. This have 1 thou, ht good 10 deliver 
thee , mydeareſt partuer of greataeſe that thou ig he ſſ 
not loſe the dues of rejoicing , by being ignorant of 
what greatucſi is promis d thee. Lay it to thy Heart, 
and farewel. | 12 115 


Glmis thou art, and Cawdor - and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd Yet 1 do fear thy nature, 
It is too full o'!h? milk of human kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldit be great; 
Art not without Ambition , but wirhout 

The ihnels ſhould attend it. What thou wouldſt highly; 
That wouldit thou holily ; wouldſt not play falſe, 
And yet wouldſt wrongly win | 
Thou'dſt have, great Glamis, that which cries, 
Thus thou muſt do if thou have it; 

And that which rather thau doſt fear to do, 

Than wiſhett ſhould be undone, Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine car, 
And chaſtiie with the valour of my tongue 

All that thee hinders from the Golden round ; 
Which Fate and Metaphiſical aid doth ſeem 

To have thee crown'd Wit hal. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
What is vour tidings; 


© Meſ The King comes here to- niglit. 
Lady. Theurt mad to lay it. 


k 
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Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. | 

Mef. So pleaſe you, it is true: Our Thane it coming, 
One of my Fellows had the {peed of him; 
Who almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his Meſſage. ; 

Landy. Give him tending , 
He brings great News. The Raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
. 2 95 [ Exit Meſſenger: 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my Battlemens. Come all you Spirits, 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here, 
And fill me from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direſt Cruelty ; make thick my blood , 
Stop up th acceſs and paſſa ge to remorſe, 
That no compunctious viſitings or nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor kecp peace between 
Th'efſect, and it. Come to my Womans breaſt, 
And take my milk for gall, you murth'rinz Miniſters, 
Where cver in your ſightleis ſubſtances , . 
You wait on Natures miſchief. Come, thick Night, 
And pal! thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of Hell, 
That my keen knife {ce not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heay'n peep through the blanket of the dark , 
To cry, held, hold ! | | 


Enter Macbeth. * 


Great Glamis ! worthy-Cawdir ! ¶ Embracing hint. 
Greater than both, by the all hail hereafter. 
Thy Letters have tranſported me bey ond 
This ignorant preſent , and I feel now = 
The future in the infant. 

Mach. My deareſt Love, 
Duncan comes here to night. 

Lady. And when goes hence? 

Macb. Jo. morrow, as he purpoſes, 


Lady, 
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126 THE 'TRAGEDY 
Lady. O never | 
Shall Sun that morrow ſee. | 
Your Face, my Thane, is as a book', where Men 
May read ſtrange matters to beguile the time. 
Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye , 
Your hand, your tongue; look like th' innocent flow'r, 
But be the Serpent under't. He that's coming, 
Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch , 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come, 
Give ſolely Sovereign ſway and Maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ipeak further. 
Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour ever is to fear. 5 
Leave all the reſt to we. I Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. The Caſtle Gate, 


Hautboys and T; orches. Enter King Mal- 
com, Donalbain , Banquo , Lenox, 
Macduff, Roſſe, Angus, and Attendants. 


King. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat; the Air 
Kindly and ſweetly recommends it ſelf 
Unto out gentle ſenſes. 

Ban. This Gueſt of Summer, 

The Temple haunting, Martlet does approve, 
By his lov'd manſionry, that the Heav'ns breath, 
Smells wooigly here : There's no jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage. but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle 
Where they moſt breed, and haunt, I have obſerv'd , 
The Air is delicate. | | 
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of MAC BET H. =» 
Enter Lady. Gs 


R ing. See! ſee, our honour'd Hoſteſs ? | 
The love that follows us, ſometime is our trouble 
Which {till we thank as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid God · eyld us for your. pains , 


And ;thank us for your trouble. 


Lady. All our Service, 
In every point twice done, and then done double 
Were poor, and ſingle buſineſs „to contend 
Againſt thoſe Honours deepand broad , wherewith 
Your. Majeſty loads our Houſe : For thoſe of old 
And the late Dignities heap'd up to them, 
We reſt your Hermits. 

King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his Purveyor: But he rides well, 
And his great Love, ſharp as his ſpur, hath. holp hiui 
To his home be us. Fair and Noble Hoſteſs 3 
We arg your Gueſt to-night. 

Lagy. Your Servants ever, | 
Have. theirs, themſelves, aud what is theirs in compt } 
To make rheir audit at your A8 N nee 
Still to "—_ your own. _ 

King. Give me your hand, = 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly 3 2 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 
1 your leave, Hoſteſs, | e 


„ tet 


A 7 Torches. Eater divers Servants with Dishes : 


and Services over the Stage. Then Macbeth. 


* Mach. A it were done; when tis done, Re; then? twere 
we ; 
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18 THE TRAGEDY : 
It were done quickly; if the Afaſſination Whit 
Could tramme] up the conſequence, and catch Not 
With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs ; that but this blow Ly 
Might be the be-all, and the. end- all here, Whe 
But here, upon this bank and ſchool of time And 
We'ld jump the life to come. But in theſe caſes, At v 
We ſtill have judgment bere, that we but teach Such 
Bloody inſtructions, which bein taught, return Tob 
To plague th'ingredience of our poiſon'd chatice As tl 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt; Whi 
Firſt, as l am his Kinſman, and his Subject, And 
Strong both againſt the deed; then, as his Hoſt, Lett 
Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the door Like 
Not bear the knife my ſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath born his faculty ſo meek; hath been : Ida 
So clear in his great Office, that his Virtues Whe 
Will plead like Angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt L 
The deep damnation of his taking off: Tha 
And Pity , like a naked new-born Babe, | Whe 
Striding the blaſt, or Heavens Cherubin hors'd And 
Upon the ſightleſs Curriers of the air, | Be { 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, Did 
6 That tears ſhall drown the wind, I haye no ſpur : The 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only Do's 
Vaulting Ambition, which d'er-leaps it ſelf, Hov 
And falls on tother fide" - Te) . I wc 
VVV Hay 
AE And 
5 Enter Lady. As) 
How now ! What news! _ EN | : 
Lady. He has almoſt ſup'd;'why have You left thell But 
. _ Chamber ? 55 "x Ba. 
Macb. Hath he ask d for me? 3 (W] 
' Lady. Know you not, he has! | 3 
Mach. We will procecd no further in this bufineſs. Wil 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought if Th: 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, Sha 


Which 
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Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs; 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. | 

La ly. Was the hope drunk, 
wherein you dreſt your ſelf? Hath it ſlept ſince? 
And wakes it now to look ſo green and pale, 
At what it did ſo freely? From this tizae, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
Tobe the ſame in thine own act, and valour 
As thou art in deſire? Woulaſt thou have that N 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life , 
And live a Coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Cati'th' Adage. 

Mach. Prethee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a Man; 
Who dares do more is none. 

Lady. What Beaſt was't then, 
That made you break this entreprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a Man, 
Aud to be more than what you were, you would 


Be fo much more the Man, Nor time, nor place 


t the 


G. 


Did then adhere,. and yet you would make both: 
They have made tliemſelyes, and that their fitneſs nom 
Do's unmake you. I have given ſuck, and know 
How tender tis to love the Babe that milks me 
I would , while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluckt my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſht the brains out, had I but ſo ſworn 

As you havedone to this. | | 

Macb. It we ſhould fail ? == 
Lady. We fail! . 7 
But ſcrew your Courage to the ſticking place, 


3 


And we'llnot fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 


(Whereto the rather ſhall his days hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with Wine and Waſſel, ſo convince, 
That Memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of Reaſon 

8 e 2 
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A limbeek only. When in ſwiniſh ſleep, 


Their dreached natures lye as in a Death, : 
What cannot you and I perform upon The 
Th' unguarded Duncan? What, not put upon Ah 
His ſpungy Officers , who ſhall bear the guilt i 
Of our great quell ! Ref 

Macb. Bring forth Men children only: Giy 
For thy undaunted metalſhould compoſe 15 


Nothing but Males. Will it not be receivd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Ofhis own chamber, andus'd their very daggers, 
That they have don't? -—- 

Lady. Who dares receive it 1 — 


As we ſhall make our griefs and camour roar, He 
Upon his death ? 


| A 
Mach. I am ſetled, and bend up Th 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat; By 


Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow ; An 
Falſe face muſt hide what * falſe heart doth flow: * 


[Exennt, OL 


2 SS DES 


; C T. I I. 
SCENE I. 4 Hull 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch 11 
before him. 


i - Ir 
BANQUO. , 
Hr: goes the night, Boy? 
Fle. The Moon is down:I have not heard the Clock, 
Ban. And ſhe goes down at Twelve. : 
| | Fit, 


ennt, 


arch 


lock. 
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Fle. I take't tis later, Sir, 1 
Ban. Hold, take m̃y Sword there's husbandry in Heaven. 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lyes like lead upon me , 
And yet I would not ſleep. Merciful Powers 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that Nature 
Gives way to in repoſe. 
Give me my Sword. Who's there? 


Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a Torch. 


Macb. AFriend. | | 
Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? The King's abed , 
He hath been in unuſual pleaſure; | 
And {ent fortha great largeſs to your Officers, 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal , 
By the name of moſt kind Hoſtels, 
And ſhut it up in meaſureleſs content. 
Macb. Being unprepar d, 
Our will became the ſervant to defect, 
Which elſe ſnould free have wrought. 
Ban. All's well. | 
I dreamt laſt night of the three wey ward Siſters ; 
To you they have ſhew'd ſome truth. 
Macb. I think not of them; 
Yet when we cau intreat an hour to ſerve, ; 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs , 
If you would grant the time. 2 
Ban. At your kind leiſure. | 
Macb. It you ſhall cleave to my conſent, when tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 
Ban. So I loſe none, 
In ſeek ing to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My boſom franchis d, and allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be counſell d. 
Macb. Good repoſe the while. 
Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. [Exit Banquo. 
Aach. Go, bid thy Mia . 
93 B 3 "9 
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She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. { Exit Servant. 
Is this a Dagger which I ſee before me, 

The handle toward my hand?Comelet me clutch thee —« 
J have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill: 

Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to fight? Or art thou but 

A Dagger of the mind, a falſe creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed brain ? 

I ſee thee yet, in form, as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marſhaPſt me the way that T was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'th' other ſenſes, 
Orelſe worth all the reſt I ſee thee ſtill, 

And on thy blade, arid dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing 
It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one half world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep; now Witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecates Offerings; and wither'd Murther , 
Alarum'd by his Sentinel, the Wolf, = 
Whoſe how]'s his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquins raviſhing ſides, toward his deſign 
Moves like a Ghoſt. hou ſure and firm ſet Earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where about. 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it. Whilſt J treat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 


| 5 (4 Bell rings. 
I go, and it is done; the Bell invites me. . 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell, 4 
That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. [Extt. 


Enter Lady: 
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What hath quencht them, hath given me fire. Hark Peace 
t was the Ow! that ſhriek d, the fatall Bell- Man, 
Which gives the ſtern ſt good night He is about it— 
The doors are open; and the furfeited Grooms poſſets, 
Do mock their charge with ſnores; I've drugg d their 
That Death and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. | : 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there? What ho? | 
Lady. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd, 
And'tis not done; the attempt, and not the deed 
Confounds us Hark! ] laid their Daggers ready , 
He could not miſs em. Had he not reſembled 
My Father as he ſlept, I had don't My Husband! 
Mach. L have done the deed D Didſt not thou hear a noiſe? 
Lady. heard the Owl ſcream, and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you ſpeak? 
Mach, When? 
Lady. Now. 
Macb. As I deſcended? 
Lady. Ay. Wy 
Macb, Hark! who lyes 'th* ſeccn 1 ch: mer? 
Lady. Donalbaine. 
Mach. This is a ſorry ſight. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry fight.[Murther. 
Mach. There's one did laugh in's ſleep, and one cry d 
That they did wake each other; I ſtood, and heard them; 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſt them 
Again to ſleep. | 
Lady. Thereare two lodg'd together. 
Na 6h. Onecry'd,God bleſs us, and Amen the other 
As they had ſeen me with theſe Hangmans hands: 
Liſtning their fear, I could not ay Amen, 
When they did ay, God bleſs us. 
Lady. Conſider it not fo deeply. 
Mach, But whercfore could not I pronounce Amen? : 


4 
1 
iS 
|$ 
. 
' 
1 


1 


For it muſt ſeem their guilt. 


N 


I had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen | 
Stuck in my throat. | 
Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought, after 
theſe ways; ned 
So, it will make us mad. 9 55 | 
Mach, Methought I heard a Voice cry, Sleep no more 
Macbeth does murther ſleep; the innocent fleep 3 
Sleep that knits up the ravel'd ſleeve of care, 
The death of each days life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great natures ſecond courſe , 


Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. 


Lady. What do you mean ? 

Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houſe ; 
Glamis hath murther'd Sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more; Macbeth ſhall fleep no more. 

Lady Who was it that thus cry'd; Why, worthy 

Thane , | 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-ſickly of things; go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place? 
They muſt lye there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy Grooms with blood. | 

Mach. Tl go no more 1 85 
I am afraid, to think what I have: done 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirm of purpoſe : We 
Give me the Daggers : the ſleeping and the dead , 
Are but as Pictures; tis the eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do bleed, 

Tl gild the faces of the Grooms withal, 


. 
* & 


| [ Exit, 
Knock within. 


Mach. Whence is that. knocking? I Starting. 


How is't with me, when every noiſe appalls me ? 


. 
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xit. 
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Will all great Neptunes Ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sea incarnadine , 
Making the green one red. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white. [ Knock, 
J hear a knocking at the ſouth- entry; 

Retire we to our chamber. | 

A little water clears us of this deed; 

How eaſie is it then? Your conſtancy 

Hath left you unattended, 

Hark , more knocking, [ Knocks. 

Get on your Night-gown , leſt occaſion call us. 

And ſhew us to be Watchers; be not loſt 

So poorly in your thoughts. Knock 

Macb. To know my deed , twere beſt not know 

my ſelf. | | 

Wake Duncan with this knocking , I would thou 
could'ſt, [ Exeunt 


Enter a Porter, | 

Knocking within. 

- Port. Here's a knocking indeed: If a Man were 

Porter of Hell-Gate, he ſhould have old turning the. 
key Knock. Knock. knock, knock, Who's there, 1'th' 
name of Belzebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd him-- 
ſelf on th'expectation of plenty. Come in time, have 
napkins enough about you, here you'll ſweat for't. Knock, 
Knock , knock, Who's there in th' other Devils name? 
Faith, here's an Equivocator, that could ſwear in 
both the ſcales, againſt either ſcale; who commited 
Treaſon enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equivo- 
cate to Heaven. Oh come in, Equivocator, Knock. Knock- 
knock , knock. Who's there ? Faith, here's an En- 
_ SR 
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gl;ſh Taylor come hither for ſtealing out of a French 
Hoſe: Come in, Taylor, here you may roaſt your 
Gooſe. Knock. Knock, knock, never at quiet! What 
are you! But this place is too cold for Hell. II Devil- 
Porter it no further: I had thought to have let in 
ſome of all Profeſſions, that go the primroſe way to 


th' everlaſting bonfire. Knock. Anon, anon, I pray you 
remember the Porter. 8 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was is ſo late, Friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lye ſo late? | 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing till the ſecond 


Cock: And drink, Sir, is a geat provoker of three 
things. ks 


Macd. What three things does drink eſpecially 


provoke ? 


Port. Marry, Sir, Noſe- painting, Sleep, & Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it 
provokes the deſire, but it takes away the perfore 
mance. Therefore much drink may be ſaid to be an 
Equivocator with Letchery ; it makes him, and it 
mars him? it ſets him on, and it takes him oft; it 
perſuades him and disheartens him; makes him 


ſtand to and not ſtand to; in concluſion , equivocates 


him into a ſleep, and giving him the lie leaves him. 
Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 
Port. That it did, Sir, i' the very thoat on me; but 

I requited him for his lie, and, I think, being too 

ftrong for him, though he took up my legs ſome- 


times, yet I made a ſhift to caſt him. 
Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring? 


| Enter Macbeth. 
Our knocking has awak d kim; here he comes. 
* | Len: 


— 
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Ten. Good-morrow, Noble Sir. 

Mach. Good-morrow both. 

Macd. Is the King ſtirring , worthy Thane? 

Mach. Not yet. | 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 

J have almoſt ſlipt the hour. * 

Macb. Tl bring you to him. | 
| Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you 
But yet tis one. — 7 

Mach. The labour we delight in, phyſicks pain: 
This is the door. | 

Macd I'll make fo bold to call, for tis my 
limited Service. [ Exit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the King hence today? 

Macb. He does; he did appoint ſo. 

Len. The Night has been unruly; where we lay 
Our Chimneys were blown down. And, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i'th' Air, ſtrange ſcreams of death 
And propheſying, with. accents terrible, 

Of dire combuſtions, and confus d events, 

New hatch'd to th'weful time. 

The obſcure Bird clamor'd the lieve · long night, 
Some ſay the Earth was feaverous, and did ſhake. 

Mach. T was a reugh night. 

Ten. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Euter Macduff. 
Macd. O horror! horror ! horror! 


Tongue nor heart cannot conceive, nor name thee.” 


Macb. and Len. What's the matter? 

Macd. Contuſion now hath made his maſter · piece. 
Moſt ſacrilegious murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anointed Temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o'the building. | 
Mach. What is't you ſay ? the life,, 


Ten. 
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Len. Mean you his Majeſtj ? 
 Macd, Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your . 
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me ſpeak; 
See, and then ſpeak your ſelves: awake! awake l. 
I Exeunt Macbeth and N 
Ring the alarum Bell... Murther ! and Treaſon 4. 
Banquo, and Donalbaine ! Malcolme ! awake! 
Shake off this downy Sleep, Deaths counterfeit, 
And look on Death it ſelf, ., up, up, and ſee 
The great Dooms image!  Malcome ! Banquo ! 
Ass from your graves riſe up, and walk like Sprights; 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 


Bell Rings. Enter Lady Machbech, 


Toy. What s the buſineſs? 
That 1ach a hideous Trumpet calls to "og 


The Sleepers of the houſe ? Speak, ſpeak. 


Macb. O gentle Lady, 

Iis not for you to hear what I can ſpeak, 
The repetition in a womans ear, 

| — * as it fell. O Banquo , Banguo? 


Enter Banguo. 


Our Royal Maſter's  murther' d, 
Lady. Woe, alas! 

What, in our Houſe?..... 
Ban 'Too cruel, any where. 

Dear Duff, I prithee contradict thy wa 
And fay , it is not ſo. 


4 


Enter Macbeth. Ca $ as Roſſe. 


_ © Mach, Had I butdy'd an hour before this TIF, . 
T had liy'd, * time: Fer =D: this . , 
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— That moſt may claim this argument for ours? 


There's nothing ſerious in mortality; ; 
All is but toys; Renown, and Grace is dead; 

The Wine of lite is drawn , and the: mere lees 

Is left this Vault to brag of, 


Enter Malcolme, and Donalbaine. 


Don. What s amiſs ? 
Mach. You are, and do not know't; 
The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ſtopts the very ſource of it 1s ſtopt. 
Macd. Your Royal Father's murder'd, 
Mal. Oh, by whom: | 
Ten. Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't; 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'd , we found 
Upon their pillows ;. they ſtar d, and were diſtracted ; 
No Mans life was to be truſted with them. 
* Macb.' O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them — 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? | | 
Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz d, temp'rate, & furi- 
ous, PRE 2 S 
Loyal, and neutral, in a moment? No Man, 
The expedition of my violent Love 
Out run the pauſer, Reaſon. Here lay Duncan; 
His filver skin lacd with his golden blood, | 
And his gaſh'd ſtabs, look d like a breach in Nature, 
For ruins waſtful *entrancc ; there the Murtherers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade; their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: Who could refrain 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 
Courage, to make's love known ? 
Lady. Help me hence, ho! — ['Seeming to faint; 
Macd. Look to the Lady. | | 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 


Doz: 
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Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
Where our Fate hid within an awger-hbole, 
May ruth, and ſeize us? Let's away, 

Our tears are not yet brew'd. _ 

Mal. Nor our ſtrong forrow 
Upon the foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to theLady : [Lady Macbeth js carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, W. 
That ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, He 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, | H: 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us. 

In the great hand of God I ſtand, and thence, T 
Againſt the un-divulg'd pretence I fght | | T 
Of treaſonous malice. A 

Macd. And ſo do l. | Is 

All. So all. | 

Mach. Let's briefly put on 3 readineſs, 

And meet ith Hall together. i 

All. Well contented. [Exeunt. 

Mal. What will you do? Let's not conſort with them: 
Toſhow an unfelt ſorrow, is an office | 
Which the falie Man does eaſie. Il to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated fortune, 

Shall keep us both the later; where we are, 
There's Daggers in Mens ſmiles; the near in \dlood, 
The nearer blaody. | 

Mal. This murtherous ſhaft that's ſhot, R 

Hath nor yet lighted ; and our fafeſt way, 

Is to avoid the aim, Therefore to horſe : 

And let us not be dainty of leave- taking, 

But ſhift away ; ther's warrant in that theft, 

Which ſteals it ſelf, when there's no mercy 2 — 
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Euter Roſſe, with an Old Man. 


Old M. Theeeſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which time, J have ſeen 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange; but this ſore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 
Roſſe Ah, good Father, 
Thou ſeeſt the Heavens, as troubled with Mans act, 
Threatens his bloody ſtage : By th* clock 'tis day, 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp. 
Ist nights — or the days ſhame, 
I hat darkneſs does the face of Earth intomb, 
When living light ſhould kiſs it? 

Old M. Tis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt; 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, - 
Was by a mouſing Ow! hawkt at, ** killd, 

Roſſe. And Duncans horſes, | 
A thing moſt ſtrange and certain / | 
Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of their Race; f 
Turn d wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Contending gainſt obedience, as they would 
Make war with Mankind. 

Old M. Tis ſaid, they eat each other. 
Roſſe. They did fo; ; 


To th'amazement ot mine eyes, that look d upon's, 


Euter Macduff. 


Here comes the good Macduff. 

How goes the World , Sir , now ? 
Macd. Why ſee you not? 
Roſſe. Ist known who did this more than bloody deed? - 
Waco. Thoſe that Macbeth hath Lain, 


Foſſe, 
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Roſſe, Alas the day! 

What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They were ſubern'd : 
Malcolm, and Donalhbain , the King s two Sons, 

Are ſtolnaway and fled, which puts upon them 

| Suſpicion of the deed. 

ERoſſe. Gainſt Nature ſtill; 

Thriftleſs Ambition! that will raven upon 

Thine own lives means. Then tis moſt like 

The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 

Tobe javeſted. .. : :. - 

Roſſe. Whereis Duncans body? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes kill, 
The ſacred Store · houſe of his Predeceſſors] , 
And guardian of their bones, 

Roſſe. Will you to Scone ? 

' Macd. No, Couſin, Ill to Fs fe, 

Roſſe. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you ſee things well done cheregadies 
| Leſt our old Robes fit eaſier than our new. 

* Roſſe. Farewel, Father. | 
Old M. God's beniſon go with you, ws with thoſe 

That would SSP o Ut, and Friends of Foes. 


. Exeunt. 
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BAN Quo. 


HO U haſt it now, King, Cawdor ,Glamis all 
As th, weyward Women promis d; and] fear 

Thou plaid moſt foully for t: Yet is was ſaid 

It ſhould. not ſtand in thy Poſterity » 

But that my ſelf ſhould be the root, and Father 

Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeches ſnine, 

Whey by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 


And ſet me up in ye ? Buthuſh, no more; 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Macbeth as Ring, Lady Macbethy 
Lenox „Roſſe, Lords and Attendants, 


| Mach, Here's our chief Gueſt. 
Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as as gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all things unbecoming. | 
Mach. To- night we hold a ſolemn Supper, Sir, 
And I'Il requeſt your preſence. 
Ban. Lay your Highneſ? 
Command upon me, to the which , my duties 


Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tye 


For ever knit. 
Macb. Ride you this Afternoon? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord. 
Mach, We thould haye elſe deſir d your good advice ; 
A Which 


a ths 
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Which ſtill hath been both grave and proſperous ; 

In this days Council; but we'll take t to-morrow. 

Is 't far you ride ? wo 

Ban. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 

Twixt this and Supper: go not my Horſe the better 

I muſt become a borrower of the Night, 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our Feaſt. 
Ban. My Lord, I will not. 

| , Mach, We hear, our bloody Couſins are beſtow'd 

In England, and in Ireland, not confeſſing 

Their cruel Parricide; filling their hearers 

With ſtrange invention; but of that to-morrow, 

When there withal we ſhall have cauſe of State, 

Craving us jointly. Hie you to Horſe: Adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord; our time does call upon's 
Mach. 1 with your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot: 

And fo I do commend you to their back. | 

Farewel. b [ Exit Banqua 

Let every Man be maſter of his time, | 

*Tillfeven at night, to make ſociety | 

The ſweeter welcome: We will keep our felf 

Jill ſupper time alone: While then, God be with you: 

5 Exeunt Lady Macbet i, and Lords, 

Sirreh, a word with you: Attend thoſe Men 


Our pleaſure? | | [Toa Servant, 
Ser. They are, my Lord, without the Palace gate. 
Machb. Bring them before us. [Exit Servant, 


To be thus, is nothing, 

But to be ſafely thus: Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep; and in his Royalty of nature 

Reigns that which would be fear d. Tis much he 
dares, 

And to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, | 

He hath a wiſdom that doth guide his valour, 

To act in ifcty, There is none but he, 


Whole 


;oſe 
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Whoſe being I do fear: And under him, | | 
My Genius is rebuk'd; as it is ſaid . 

Mark Antonys was by Ceſar. He chid the Siſters, 
When firſt they put the name of King uf on me 4 

And bade them ſpeak to him; then Prophet like, 

They hail'd him Father to a line of Kings, 

Upon my head, they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 

And put a barren Scepter in my gripe, | 

Thence to be wrencl'd with an unlineal hand ] 

No Son of mine ſucceding. It't be ſo, 

For Ban quo's iſſue have I fil d my mind? 

For them, the gracious Duncan have I murt her d⸗ 

put rancors in the veſſel of my peace 

Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common Enemy of Man, 

To make them Kings? the ſeed of Banquo Kings / 
Rather than ſo, come Fate into the liſt, 

And Champion me to th'utterance == . 

Who's there? | <6; 


Enter Sefuant , and two Murtherets. 


Now go to the door, and ſtay there'til we call. _ 
[ Exit Servant. 

Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? -” 
Mur. It was, fo pleaſe your Highneſs. 7 

Macb. Well then. | EY | 8 

Now you have conſider d of my ſpeches? Know 

That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 

So under Fortune, which you thought had been 

Our innocent ſelf; this I made good to you, 

In our laſt conference paſt in probation with you: 

How you were born in hand, how croſt, the Inſtru- 

ments, 

Who wrought with them: & all things elſe that might 

To half a Soul, and to a notion craz'd, 

Sip, thus did ah. 


L z I Aus. 
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1 Mur. You made it known to us. 
Mach. I did ſo; and went further, which is now 

=! Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find | 

= Your patience ſo predominant in your nature, 

| That you can let this go? Are you ſo golpell'd, 

To pray for this good Man, and for his Iſſue, 

Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the Grave; 

And beggar'd yours for ever? 

s Mur. We are Men, my Liege, 

Nach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for Men; 

| As Hounds, & Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels ,Curs. 

| Showghs , Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clept 

| All by the Name of Dogs ; the valued file 

Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift , the ſlow , the ſubtle, 

The Houſe keeper, the Hunter, every one 

According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 

Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 

Particular addition, from the bill 

That writes them all alike: and fo of Men. 

Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, | 

And not in the worſt rank of manhood , fay it; 

And I will put the buſineſs in your boſoms, 

Whoſe execution takes your Enemy off; 

Grapples you to the heart and love'of us, 

Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, _ 

Which in his death were perfect. 
2 Mur. I am one, my Liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffers of the world 


Have ſo incens'd that I am reckleſs what _ 
I do, to ſpite the World. | | Wifi 


1 Mur. And I another, 
So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with Fortune; 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, 
Io mend it, or be rid on't. 
Macb. Both of you 
Know Banquo was your Enemy. 
Mur. True, my Lord. | 
Mach, $0 is he mine; and in ſuch bloody * | BY 
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That every minute of his being thruſts | 
Againſt my near'ſt of life; and though I could 
With bare fac'd power ſweep him from my ſight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Who Il my ſelf ſtruck down: and thence it is, | 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love, | 
Masking the buſineſs from the common eye, 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 

2 Mur. We ſhall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur. Though our lives 

Macb. Your Spirits ſhine through you. 
Within this hour, at moiſt, 
I will adviſe you where to plant your ſelves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o'th'time , 
The moment on't; for't mult be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the Palace: always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs; and with him, 
To leave no rubs nor botches in the work. 
Fleance, his Son , that keeps him company , 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 
Than 1s his Fathers, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve yaur ſelves apart, L 
Ill come to yon anon. 

Mur. We are reſolv'd, my Lord. 

Macb. Vll call upon you ſtraight; abide within. 
It is concluded; Banquo, thy Souls flight, 
If it find Heav'n, mult find it out to-night. | 

CP | N Exeunt. 


Enter Lady Macbeth » and a Servant. 


Lady, Is Banquo gone from Court ? | 
Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to-night. 
| Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his kiſfure ; 
For a few words, e 
. C 3 Serv. 
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Serv. Madim, I will. [ Exif 
.Lady. Nought's had , all's ſpent , 
Where our delſire is got without content : 
»Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy , 
Than by deſtruction dwell i in doubttul joy. 


E; pier Macbeth. 


Ho now, my Lord, why do you keep alone; 

Of ſorrieſt tancies your cempanions making ? 

Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dyd 
With them they think on; things without all remedy 
Should be without regard; what's done is done. 

Mach. We have ſcotch'd the Snake, not kill'd = 

She'll cioſe, and be her ſelf, whilſt our _ malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things digoint, 
Bath the worlds ſuffer, 

_ Fre we will eat our meal in fear, and lep 


An the affliction of theſe terrible dreams , 


: That ſhake us nightly : : Better be with the dead, 
' Whom we, to gain qur place, have ſent to reace, 


Than on the torture of the mind to lie 


In reſtleſs extaſie. Duncan is in his grave; 
After lifes Gtful fever , he ſleeps well: | 
Treaſon has done his wor; nor ſteel nor poiſon j 
Malice domeſtick, foreign lery . . 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Come on; 
Gentle, my Lord, fleck o'er your 3 hides; 
Be bright and jovial mong your Gueſts to-night. 
Mach. So ſhall I, Love, and ſo I pray be you; 
Let your remembrance till apply to Bangzo, 
Preſent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue: 
Unſafe the while, that we muſt lave our Honours 
In theſe ſo flattering ſtreams , 
And make our 58 vizards to our hearts . 
Diguiling what they are. 


Lach 
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Lady. You muſt leave this. 
Mach. O, full of Seorpions is my mind deay Wife! 
Thou know'ſt , that Banquo and his Fleance lives. 
Lady. But in them, Natures copy's not eterne. 
| Mach, There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable: 
Then be thou jocund; ere the Bat hath flown 
His cloyſter d flight, ere to black Hecates ſummons 
The ſhard-born beettle, with his drowſie hums, 
Hath rung nights yawning peal; there ſhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note, 
Lady. What's to be done? 
Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, a ctucky 
Till thou applaud the deed . Come, ſealing Night, 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful Day, 
And with thy bloody and inviſible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond , 
Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, and the Crow 
Makes wing to th'rooky wood : | 
Good things of day begin to droop , and drowſe, 


Whiles Nights black agents to their preys do rowſe: 


Thou maryelP& at my words; but hold thee ill: 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill; 


So prithee go with me. [ Excunt, 
SCENE II. 4 Part, the Caſtle at a 
| diſtance. | 


Enter chew Murtherers. 


1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur, Macbeth. | 
2 Mur. He needs not eur miſtruſt, ſince he delirers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt. 
1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lateſt Traveller apace, 
| C 4 To 
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To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches l 
The ſubject of our Watch. 5 | At fir 
3 Mur. Hark, I hear horſes. 
Banquo within. Give us a light there ho. M. 
2 Mur. Then tis he: And 
The reſt, that are within the note of expectation; ¶ Our 


Already are th* court. | | 

1 Mur. His horſes go Sow... | 
3 Mur. Almoſt a Mile: but he does uſually, 
So all Men do from hence to th* Palace yy 
Mate it their walk. 


Enter Banquo and Fleance , with a Torch, 


2 Mur. A Light, a light. 


3 Mur. Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to't. | | 
Ban. It will be rain to-night. The 
I Mur. Let it come down. | d 
{ They fall upon Banquo and kill bins z in wks F 
ſcuffle Fleance eſcapes. = ET 
Ban. O, Treachery! © hs © . 
Fly, good Fleance , fly, fly, fly; | 
Thou may'ſt-revenge. O Shve! L Dies 
3 Mur. Who did ſtrike out the light? © 4 
1 Mur. Was't not the way? T. 
3 Mur. There's but one down; the Son is fled, 
2 Mur. We have loſt | 1 
Beſt halt of our affair. | 
1 Mur. Well, let's ay, and ſay how nk is 
done, | [ Exennt 


SCENE III. 4 Room of Sate. : 


A Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth. Lady , Roſe 7 1 
Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. _ b 


Mach, 


7 
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Mach. You know your own degrees, fit down 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your Majeſty. 

Mach. Our ſelf will mingle * ſociety, 
And play the humble Hoſt: 
Our Hoſteſs keeps her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome. a [ They ſit. 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, toall our Friends, 
For my Heart ſpeaks, they are welcome. 

Macb. See they encounter thee with their Hearts 

thanks, 

Roth ſides are even; here I'll fit i th mid'ſt. | 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaſure 4 
The table round, 


Enter firſt kn ra: 


There? s blood upon thy Face. (To the n 
Mur. Tis Banquo's then. 
Mach. Tis better thee without than he within. | 
Is he diſpatch'd. [ him 
Mur. My Lord, his threat is cut. that I did for 
Mach. Thou art the beſt o ch Cut-throats yet he's 
ood, 


8 
| That did the like * Fleance: if thts an a 


Thou art the non - pareil. FO 
Mur. Moſt Royal Sir, | 
Fleance is ſcap d. Een 
Mach. Then comes my Fit again: 
I had elſe been perfect. Y 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the 8 
As broad, and general, as the caſing Air: 
But now J am cabin'd, crib'd, eonfimd bound in 
To ſauey doubts and fears. But Banquo's fafe ? = 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head, 
The leaſt a Death to Nature. 
Aach. Thanks for that. 
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There the grown Serpent lyes, the Worm that's fled 
Hath nature, that in time will venom breed, | 
No teeth for th'preſent, Get thee gone; to morrow 
We'll hear our a again. [ Exit Murtherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 
vou do not give the cheer; the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouched, while tis making, 
*Tis given with welcome; to feed were beſt at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meat is er ; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
Mach. Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now good digeſtion wait on appetite , 
And health on bath. 
Len. May't pleaſe your Highneſs, fit. 
Mach. Here had we now our Country's Honour 
_ Toof'd, 5 
Were the grac d perſon of our Banguo preſent ; 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindnels , 
Than pity for miſchance, 
[ The Ghoſt of Banquo riſes e ſits in Macheth's s place 
:Roſſe. His abſence, Sir, 
Lays blams upon his promiſe. Pleas't your Highneſs | 
To-grace vs with your Royal Company ? 


AMacb. The Table's full. Starting 


Len. Here is à place reſerv'd, Sir. 

Mach. Where? 

Len. Here, my good Lord. 
What is't that moves your Highneſs? 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Lords. What, my good Lord? | 

Mach. Thou canſt not ſay I did it: never ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me. 

Roſſe. Gentlemea riſe, his Highneſs i is not well. 

Lady. Sit, worthy Friends, my Lord is of ten thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep 285 
The fit is momentzry , upon a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him | 

Tay ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion, 
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feed, and . him not. Are you a Man? 


[To Macbeth. 
Mach. Ay, and 2 bold one, that dare dare look on 
Which might appall the Devil. 5 [ that 


Lady. O, proper ſtuft! 
This is the very painting of your fear; 
This is the air-drawn- Dagger which' you Grid 
Led you to Duncan. O, theſe flaws and ſtarts, 
Impoſtors to true fear, would well become 
A Womans ſtory at a winters fire, 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhame it ſelf! — 
Why do you make ſuch faces? when all's done 
You look but on a ſtool. | 
Macb. Prithee ſee there: 
Bchold! glook : loc ! how ſay you! 
[ Pointing to the Ghoſt 
Why what care L, if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too. 
If Charnel-houſes , and our Graves a} ſend 
Thoſe that we bury, back; our Monument 
Shall be the maws of Kites. | 
| [The G bol 3 
Tach. W bat! ? quite unmann'd in folly ? 
Mach. If 1 ſtand here, I ſaw him, 
Lady. Fie for ſhame. . [times 
Math. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i'th'olden 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weal z 


Ay, and fince too, murthers have been perform'd 


Too terrible for the ear. The times have been, 
That when the brains were out, the Man would dies 
And there an end; But now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns, 
And puſh us from out ftools. This is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murther is, | 
Lady. My worthy Lord. 
Your Noble Friends do lack vou. 
Mach. ] do forget == 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy Friends; 
1 have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
Te 
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To mo that know me, Come, Love and Health ta 
9 | 
Then I'll ſit down: Give me ſome Wine, fill full 
I drink to th general joy of the whole Table, 
And to out dear Friend Banquo, whom we miſs: 
Would he were here; to all, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all, 
[ As be is 3 » the Sf njes again 
Juſt before him. | 
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 
Mach. Avant, and quit my fight, let the earth 
hide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowleſs; thy blood is cold; 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 
Which thou doſt glare with. EE 
'. Lady. Think of this, good Peers, 
But as a thing of cuſtom; tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. What Man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros , or th' Hyrcan Tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves - 
Shall never tremble. Or be alive again, 
And dare me to the defart with thy. Sword; 
If trembling I inhabit, then proteſt me 
The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible Shadow, 
Unreal mock'ry hence. [The Ghoſt vaniſhes, 
Why ſo, — being gone —— 
1 am a Man again : pray You fit ſtill. 


\ [ The Lords riſe, 
Lady, You have diſplac d the minh. 4 broke the 
good meeting. 
Wich molt admir'd diſorder. 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summers cloud 
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When now | think you can behold ſuch fights; 


And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 
Roſſe. What ſights, my Lord? 
Lady. I pray you ſpeak not ;he grows worſe & world 
Queſtion enrages him: at once, good-night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going , 
But go at once. | | 
Len. Good- night, and better health 
Attend his Majeſty. 
Lady. A kind good-night to all. 
| ¶ Exeunt Tord 
Macb. It will have blood they ſay; blood will 
have blood: | 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augures , that underſtood relations, have 
By + wat and Choughs, and Rooks brought 
rth 
The ſecret'ſt Man of blood. What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with Morning, which is which: 
Mach, How ſay'ſt thou, that Macduff denies his Perſon, 
At our great bidding? | : 
Lady, Did you fend to him, Sir? 
Mach, I hear it by the way; but I will fend: 
There's not a one of them , bur in his Houſe 
] keep a Servant fee'd. I will to- morrow 
( And betimes I will) to the wizard Siſtere, 


| More ſhall they ſpeak; for now I am bent to know 


By the worſt means, the worſt, for mine own good; 

All cauſes ſhall give way , I am in blood 

Spent in ſo far , that ſhould I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go o'er: 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand, 

Which muſt be acted , &'er they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all natures , Sleep. 
Mach. Come, well to ſleep; My ftrange and 

C | 


L 


the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe. 
Me are yet but young indect. Extunt 


8 c EN E I V. The Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches , 
meeting Hecate, 


Wit. Why how now, Hecate, you look angerly 5 
|  Hec, Have I not reaſon, Beldams, as you are? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 

In Riddles, and affairs of Death? 

And I the Miſtreſs of y our charms ; 

The clofe contriver of all harms, 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or ſhew the glory of our Art. 

And which is worſe, all you have done 
Heath been but for a weyward Son , 
Spightfull, and wrathfull , who, as others do 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. © © 
But make amends now ; Ger you gon, 

And at the pit of Acberon 1 
Meet me i' th morning: thither he 
Will come, to know his Deſtiny. 

Your veſſels, and your ſpells provide, 
Your charms, and. every thing beſide. 

I am for th air: this night I'll ſpend 
Unto a diſmal, and a fatal end. 

Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon} 
VU pon the corner of the Moon | 
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 
Tl catch it cer it come to ground; 
And that diſtill'd by magick lights, 

Shall raiſe ſuch artificial Sprights, 

As by the ftrength of their illuſion,” 
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Shall draw him on to his confuſion. | 
He ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and Fear 
His hopes *bove Wiſdom , Grace, ard Fear: 
And you all know, ſecurity . | 
Is mortals chiefeſt enemy. 5 | 
( [ Mnſſith, and a Song. 
Hark, I am call'd; my little Spirit fee x 
Sits ia a foggy eloud, and ſtays for me. 
(Sing within. Come away, came away, Re. 
1 Wit. Come, let's make haſte, ſhe] ſoon te back 
again. | ( Exeuns, 


SCE NEV. 
Enter Lenox, and another Lord. 


Len. My former. ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : Only I fay 
Things have been ſtrangely born, The gracious 

Duncan | 
Was pitied of Macbeth. mary he was dead: 
And the right valiant Banquo walk'd too late. 
Whom you may ſay, if't pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd; 
For Fleance fled. Men muſt not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monftruous 
It was for Malcolm and tor Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father? Damned Fact! 
How it did grieve Macbeth ? Did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear 
That way the Slaves of drink., and Thralls of 
Sleep? | | | 

Was that not nobly done? ay, and wiſely too z 
For *twould have anger d any heart alive 
To hear the Men deny't. So that I fay, 
He has born all things well: and I do think 
That had he Duncans Sons under tie key, 

7 „0 As, 
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As, an't please Heav'n he ſhall not, they ſhould find 
What *twere to kill a Father; So ſhould Flearce. 
But peace; for from broad words, and cauſe he fail' 


His preſence at the Tyrants Feaſt, I hear 


Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 


Where he beſtows himſelf? 
Lord. The Sons of Duncan, | | 


From whom this Tyrant holds the due of birth? 


Live in the Engl; Court, and are receiv'd 


Of the moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 


That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 


Takes from his high reſpect. Thither Macduff 


Is gone, to pray the holy King, on his aid 


To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward , 
That by the help of theſe, with him above 


To ratiſie the work, we may again 


Give to out tables meat, Sleep to our nights; 
Free from our Feaſts and Banquets bloody knives} 
Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours; | 
All which we pine for now. And this report 


Hath fo exaſperate the King, that he 
Prepares for ſome attempt of War, 
Len. Sent he to Macduff? 


Lord, He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not I} 


The cloudy Meſſenger turns me his back, 


And hums, as who ſhould fay, you'll rue the time 


That clogs me with this anſwer. 
Len. And that well might 


Adviſe him to a caution, t hold what diſtance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy Angel 


Fly to the Court of England, and unfold 


Eis meſſage ere he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country , 


Under a hand accurs'd. 
Tord. Tl fend my Prayers with him. 


[ Exeunt; 
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CEN E 1. A dark PRONE in abi 
"middle à great Cauldron burning 


＋ 


Audi. Enter the three Witches. 
een 
Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. | 
2 Wit. Thrice, and once the hedge pig ln 
3 Wit. Harpier crys, tis time, tt is time. 
1 Mit. Round about the cauldron go, 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw: 
( They march round the Cauldron, and throw i 2 bb 
ſeveral ingredients for the preparation their charmi 
Toad, that under cold Stone, 
Days and nights has thirty one 
Sweltred venom EY got, 
Boil thou firſt i'th* charmed Pot, 
All. Double, dotible, toil and trouble; * 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. . 
2 Wit. Fillet of a fenny Snake, : 
In the Cauldron boil and bake, 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog, 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog , 
Adders Fork, arid blind worms Sting; 
Lizards Leg „and Howlets Wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 2 
Like a hell-broth , boil and bubble. | 
All. Double, double „ toil-and trouble ; | 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. | | 
3. Mit. Scale of Dragon ,- ;Tooth of Wolf, ; ” 
Witches 1 mummy , _— — af 


— Of 
d * 
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Of the ravin'd falt ſea Shark, 5 
Root of hemlock digg'd i!th' dark, 
| Liver of blaſpheming Few, 
. SGruall of goat, and lips of yew 
Sliver'd in the Moon's eclipſe, 
Noſe of Turc, and Tartars lips, 
Finger of birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Mitch deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the gruel thick, and lab: 
Add thereto a Tygers chawdron , 
For th'ingredients of our cauldron, _ 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
2 Wit. Cool it with a Baboons blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and other three Witches; 


. Hec. O! well done! I commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i' th gains: 
And now about the Cauldron {ing 
Like Elves and Fairies in a ring, 


Iachanting all that you put in. 


Muſick and a Song] 


Th 

Black Spirits and white, 

Blue Spirits and gray , 

Mingle , mingle , mingle , 

You that mingle may. 
2 Wit. By the the pricking of my thumbs} He 

Something wicked this way comes: | 

Open locks, - whoever knocks. Be 
Enter Macbeth. 1 


uud, How now you fert black & midnight High 
its : 3 & J ' at 


* * 
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What is't you do? , 

All. A deed without a name. 

Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs , 
Howe'er you come to know it, anſwer me 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the Churches ; though the yelty waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up; . 3 
Though bladed corn be lodg d, and trees blown down] - 
Though Caſtles topple on their warders heads; | 
Though Palaces , and Pyramids do ſtoop 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure 
Ot Natures germain, tumble altogether , 

Even till deſtruction ſicken; anſwer me, 
To what I ask you. | | 

1 Wit. Speak. * 

2 Wit. Demand, 

3 Wit. We'll anſwer. | 3 

1 Wit. Say, it th hadſt rather hear it from our mouths}. 
Or from our Maſters. 

Mach. Call em: let me ſee em. | 

1 Wit. Pour in Sowes blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow : greaſe that's ſweaten 
From the Murtherers gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. Sa 

All, Come high or low: | 
Thy {elf and office deftly ſhow, Thunder 


Apparition of an armed head riſes. 


Mach Tell me, thou unknown power 
1 Wit. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth! beware Macduff\.3 
Beware the Thane of Fife diſmiſs me enough. 
5 . [ Deſcends. 
Mach, What e ler thou art, for thy good caution, thanks 
Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright ; but one word more — 
« Wit. He will not be commanded ; here's another 
* D 2 . 


— 
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More potent than the fi: ſt. 


bg 


' & & 4 


Macb. Then live Macduff: What n 


1 I 


- But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, _ 
And take a Bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live, 


That I may tell pale hearted Fear, it lyes; 


And ſleep in ſpight of thunder. 
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L Thunder 
Anparition of a bloody Child riſes; 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! "Macbeth ! 


| Defcends 
fear of thee} 


[Thunder 


Apparition of a Child crowned ; with a tree in his hand 


N 
, 
— — 
* 
* 


App. Be Lion metled, proud, and take no care; 


er, 


What is this 


That riſes like the iſſue of a King, 
{And wears upon his baby-brow , the ro 
And top 


of Soveraignty ? 
All. Liſten ,. but ſpeak not to't. 


und 


Who chafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 


Great Birnam wood, to high Dunſinane Hill, 


Shall come againſt him. 


Who can impreſs the Foreſt, bid the Tree 
Unfix his earth bound root ? Sweet boad ments! good! 
Rebellious deed, riſe never *till the wood 


Mach. That will never be: 


* Deſcend 


— 


Of Birnam riſe, and our high plac'd Macbeth | 8 


_ Shall live the leaſe of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal cuſtom. Yet my heart 


Throbs to know one thing : Tell me if your art 


Can tell ſo much: ſhall Ban 
Reign in this Kingdom? 


”- > - 


All. Seek to know no more, 


quos iſſue ever 


Mach, 


M- 
And 


fMACBETH jp. 
under! Mach. I will be ſatisfied. Deny me this, LO 
And an eternal curſe fall on you. Let me know, 
[ The cauldron ſinks into the ground. 
Why ſinks that Cauldron? & what noiſe is this: Hoboys. 
1 Wit, Shew !- EO Conn 
2 Wit. Shew! | 
ſcorn 3 Wit. Shewi 0 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart; 
[cendsf come like Shadows , fo depart. BE rh 
"thee \ [| Eight Rings appear and paſs over in order, ant 
"= Banquo laſt, with a glaſs in his hand. 
Mach. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquo; down! 
Thy crown do's ſear mine eye=- balls. And thy hair, 
ande Thou other gold-bound brow , is like the firſt 
Lang third, is like the former — filthy Hags foo 
Why do you ſhew me this?. ., A fourth?... Start eye! 
What, will the line ſtretch out to th* crack of doom. 
Another yet?. . A ſeventh!... Pi] ſee no more... 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more; and ſome I ſee, 
I That twrofold balls, and treble Scepters carry. 
I Horrible fight! O! now I ſee 'tis true, 
e: For the blood-bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me, 
I And points at them for his. What is this ſa? 
1 Mit Ay Sir, all this is ſo. But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly 2 
come Sifters, cheer we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights. 
Fil charm the air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your antique round: 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 
 * Muſvck. The Witches dance, and vaniſh. 
Macb. Fhers are they 5 Gone ?. Let this pernicious 
© nour, i | 
Stand ay accurſed in the Kalender, 
Come in, without chere. 


N -- The TRAGEDY - 
e Enter Lenox. 


2 (La: What's your Grace's will ? 

'Mach. Saw you the Weyward Siſters / 

Len. No, my Lord. | 

Mach, Came they not by you! 

Len. No indeed, my Lord. 

Macb, Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And dawn'd all thoſe that truſt them, I did hear 
The galloping of horſe: Who was't came by? 

Len. Tis two or three, my Lord, that bring you word, 

 Macduff is fled to England. 

Mach. Fled to England: 

Len. Ay, my good Lord. 

' Mach. Time, thou anticipatiſt my dread exploits 3 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'er-took 
Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firſtlings of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even-now - |[ done: 
To crown my thoughts with Acts, be it thought and 
The Caſtle of Macduff I will ſurprize; 
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o'the ſword 
His Wife , his Babes, and all unfortunate ſouls , 
That trace him in his line. No boaſting like a fool, 
This deed I'll do, before this purpoſe cool. 

But no more ſights. Where are theſe Gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are, U Exeunt. 


SCE N E II. | MacduffsCaftle 


| Emer Lady Macduff, her Son , and Roſſe. 


T. Macd. What had he dene, to make him lad the Land 
Roſſe. You muſt have 3 Madam. 
L. Macd. He had non 

His flight was madneſs: aka our actions 401 not, 

Qur fears = mike! us — oſs 
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Roſſe. You know not, 


Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. | 
IT. Macd. Wiſdom! to leave his Wife, to leave his babes 
His manſion, and his titles, in a place 

From whence himſelf does fly? He loves us not. 


He wants the natural touch : for the poor Wren, 

The moſt diminutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the Owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 

As little is the wiſdom , where the flight 

So runs againſt all reaſon. 
Roſſe, My dear Cor, 

I pray you ſchool your ſelf; but for your husband, 

He 's noble, wiſe, judicious, and beſt knows | 

The fits o' th' ſeaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further; 

But cruel are the times, when we are Traitors, 

And do not know our ſelves: when we hold rumour 


*% 


From What we fear, yet know not what we fear, 


But float upon a wild and violent Sea 

Zach way, and move. I take my leave of you; 

T' ſhall not be long but I'll be here again: 

Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward 
To what they were before. My pretty Couſin, 


Bleſſing upon you. 


I. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's Fatherleſs. 
 Roſſe, I am ſo much a fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 
It would be my difgrace, and your diſcomfort. 

I take my leave at once. Exit Roſſe. 

L. Macd. Sirrah, your Father's dead, 


And what will you do now ? How will yon live? 


Sen. As Birds do, Mother. | 
TL. Macd. What, with worms and flies? 
Son; With what I get, and ſo do they, 
L. Macd. Poor bird! 
Thoud' ſt never fear the net, nor line, 
The pit-fall, nor the gin? 
Son. Why ſhould I, Mother? 


922 
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 Foor Buds they are not ſet for. 
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Father is not dead for all your faying. - + Whit 

T. Macd. Yes, he is dead;how wilt thou do for a Father 1 da 

£ Son. 'how will you do for a husband ? 'L. 
"TE 1 Why, I can buy me twenty at any markey 1 ha 
Son. Then you'll buy em to {ell again. _— 7 
L. Macd. Thou ſpeak ſt with all thy wit. 15 of 
And yet i faith with wit enough for thee. Acc 
Son. Was my Father a Traitor, + Mather? —_ 
T. Macd. Ay, that he was. 5 == 2 


Son. What is a Traitor? 

T. Macd. Why, one that ſwears and lies. 

Son. And be all Traitors that do ſos? 7 60 

L. Macd: Every one that does ſo is a Traitor; 
And muſt be hang d. 

Son. And muſt they all be hang that ſwear and le; 75 
i Macd. Every one. « 

Son. Who muſt hang them 7 | | 

T. Macd..Why, honeſt Men. Yo 

Son. Then the Liars and ſwearers are fools; ; * there 8 
are Liars and Syearers ena w, to beat the none Men I. 


and hang up them. 


L. Macd. God help thee, poor monkey : Nie C 
But how 79 5 thou do for a Father? _ | ; 
Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 
Would not, it were a good ſi ign, that I ſhauld quickly 
have a new Father. 


L. Macd. Poor pratle ,1 how thou . 


- 


l ] Enter a def, 


N BleG you, fair Dame; I am not to you knows 
Though in your ſtate of honour Jam perfect. 
4 doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly: 
If you will take a homely mans advice , | 
Be not found herę; hence with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks I am too Tg 3 


E g do worſe to you, Were * Selt a | 
TT Le | Whick 
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Which is too nigh your perſon, Heay'n preſerve. you, 
I dare abide. no longer. [Exit M ejengers 

L. Macd. Whither ſhould 1 fly? TE. 

1 have done no harm. But I remember now 
J am in this earthly world; where to do harm 
I; often laudable;, to do good ſometime 801 
Accounted dangerous folly, Why then, alas! 7 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To fay I had done no harm?.., What 3 are theſe faces? 


Enter Murtherers,, 


Nur. Where is your Husband? _ 
Z. Macd. 1 hope in no place ſo unſanGtificd, 
Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him, 
Mur. He's a Traitor, | 
Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou Me N vill. 
Mur. What you egg? Tea bins. 
Young fry of treachery ? ? * 
Son. He has kill'd me, Mother, . 
Run away, I pray you, | Exit crying Murther 


SCENE. Nr The King of Eb. 
„ glands Palace. 1 7 


Enter Malcom and Macduff... : | 2555 


Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade; and ther 
Veep our fad boſoms r od rt one! 

Macd. Let us rather | | | 9 4 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword, 4 like good men 
Beſtride our downfal'n birthdom: each new morns. | 
New Widows how!l, new Orphans cry, NEW ſorrows 
Strike Heaven, | on teh face that | it Ane 


ooo 


„ 


What bn 12 and 5 als ca T 3 . ! mw 
Di = 


1 


38 MWHTRAGEDY 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues | 
Was once thought honeſt: You have lov'd him well; 
He hath not touch d you yet. I am young, but ſomthing 
You may diſcern of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer up a weak poor innocent Lamb, _ 
T' appeaſe an angry Gd. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mal. But Macbeth is. | 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge. But I ſhall crave your pardon 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe. 
Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace; 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill look fo. © | 

Macd, | have loſt my hopes. 
Mal. Perchance even there where I did find my doubts; 
Why in that rawneſs left you wife and children; 
Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong Knuts of love, 
Without leave taking? I pray you 
Let not my jealouſies, be your dishonours, | 
But mine on fafeties : You may be rightly juſt; 
What ever I ſhall think.  *. | 
_. Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny”, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
ForGoodneſs dares nat check thee: wear thou thy wrongs 
The Title is afraid. Fare thee well, Lord; 
I would not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole ſpace that's in the Tyrants graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boo. | 
Mal, Be not offended; 5 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you: 
I think our Country ſinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right: 
ad here from gracious England have 1 offer 
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f goodly thouſands, But yet for all this, 
when I ſhall tread upon the Tyrants head, 
83 Or wear it on my ſword; yet my poor Country, 
l; Shall hare more vices than it had before, 
ing More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, - 
1 By him that ſhall ſucceed. | 
1 Macd, What ſhould he be? 
Mal. It is my ſelf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice fo grafted, 
That when they ſhall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſhow » and the poor State 
on! Eſteem him as a lamb, being compar d 
. With my confineleſs harms. | 
: Macd. Not in the Legions 
Cs Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more 4 n'd 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 
Mal. I grant him bloody, 


/ 


tg. Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful , 
Sudden, malicious, ſmoaking of every ſin 
, That has a name. But there's no bottom , none 


In my yoluptuouſheſs . Your Wives, your Daughters; 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 
The ciſtern of my Luſt; and my deſire 
All continent impediments would o'er bear 
That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth} 

ö Than ſuch an one to reign. 

g — Macd. Boundleſs intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny, it hath been 
Th'untimely emptying of the happy Throne] 
And fall of many Kings, But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: You may ..* 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold. The time you may fo hoodwink ; 
We have willing Dames enough, there cannot be | 
That vulture in you, to devour 15 many 
As will to greatneſs dedicate themſeves, 
Finding it fo inclin'd. | 


Aal. With this, — 


2 


bo be FR A G E- D Fo 

In my moſt ill-compos'd aflection , ſuch 

A ftanchleſs avarice, that were I Ki 1 

I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands; . 
Deſirè his jewels, and this others houſe, „ 


And my more: having would be as a wee... | 
To — any me — 5 more; that. I 05, d. = 8 - 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the. good * 6 we Pos To 
Deſtroying them for Wealth. 5 By 
Macd. This avarice A Int 
Sticks deeper, grows with. more e pernicious root. Fri 
Than Summer-ſceming luſt; and it hath been De 
The Sword of our ſlain Kings: Yet do not fear. $4 
Scotland hath foyſons to fill up your wil! Ur 
Of your mere own. All thele are portable, Th 
With 1 EAN, graces weighd. .. _ Fo 
But I have none, the King-becomiog graces} Ur 

As hi Juſtice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stablenſs, -  _ 80 
Bounty, Perſeverance: Mercy, Lowlineſs, „ At 
Devotion, Paticnce, "Courage „F. ae | | T] 

I have no, reliſh of them, but abound _ 5 5 N. 
In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, x W 
Acting it many ways. Nay , had I power, I ſhould Ts 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord, into Hell, 755 W 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 5 Ol 
All Spas Earth. ts | A] 

18: Scotland ! Seotland, wen N. 
—4 If ſuch a one be fit to | govern, 51. 8 Be 
I am as I have ſpok n. a 
Macd,;Fit to govern! . |. TIES gs T 
No not to live, O Nation miſerable! ; 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody ſceptred, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again? 

Sinee that the trueſt iſſue of thy Throne | 
By his own. interdictian ſtands accurſt, _ T 
And do's blaſpheme his breed. Thy Royal Father T 

Was a moſt fainted King; the Queen that bore ſhes: St 
Oftner upon her knees, than on her feet, T 


Dy'd every day ſhe Uped. Fare thee welly 
Ups lied. NN. Tbes 
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Theſe evils thou repeat'ſt upon thy ſelf, 
Have baniſh'd. me from Scotland. 0 my breaſt 5 
Thy hope ends here. 

Mal. _Macduff , this noble paſſion 
Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul 5 
Wip'd the black ſcruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour. . Deviliſh Macbeth 3 
By many of theſe trains, hath ſought to win me 
Into his power; and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over: credulous haſte; but God above 
Deal between thee an] me; for even now 
1 put my ſelf to thy direction, and 
Unſpeak mine own detraction, here abjure 
The taints, and blames J laid upon my ſelf, 
For ſtrangers to my Nature. I am yet 
Unknown ta Women, never was forſworn, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no time broke my faith, would not betray 
The Devil to his fellow , and delight 
No leſs in truth than life My firſt falſe Seiking 
Was this upon my ſelf; what I am truly 
Is thine, and Y. poor Countrys to command: 
W hither indeed ,” before thy here approach, 
Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike Men, 
All ready at a point, was ſetting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 
Be like our vrarranted quarrel, Why are you ſilent? 


Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcom things at orice | 


"Tis hard to reconcile. 
Enter a Doctor. 
Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray 
you? 
Doc. Ay Sir; there are a crew of wretchei Souls 
That ſtay his cure: Their malady convinces 
The great aſſay of Art: Bur at his touch, 
duch fandtity hath Heaven given his hand, 5 
They preſently amend. _ 5 [Exit 
9 I thank C 
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 Macd, What's the diſeaſe he means? 

Mal, Tis call'd the Evil; | 
A moſt miraculous work in this good King , 
Which ofteu ſince my here remain in England, 
J have ſeen him do. How he ſolicits Heay'n, 
Himſelf beſt knows; but ſtrangely viſited people, 

All ſwoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deſpair of Surgery , he cures, 
Hanging a Golden ſtamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and tis ſpoken, 
To the ſucceding Royalty he leaves 
The healing benediction. With this ſtrange virtue] 
He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy, . 
And ſundry Nen bens about his Throne, 
That ſpeak him full of grace. 5 
Enter Roſſe. 

Macd. See, who comes here. | 

Mal. My Country man, but yet I know him not; 
| Macd. My ever gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 


Mal. I know him now. Good God betimes remove 


The means, that make us ſtrangers, 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Reſſe. Alas poor Country, 
Almoſt aſraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 
Be call d our Mother, but our grave; where nothing ; 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: 
Where ſighs & groans, & ſhrieks that rend the air 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern ecſtaſie: the dead-man's knell, 
Is there ſcarce ask d for who; and good Mens lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dy ing or e er they ſicken. | | 
- Macd, Oh! Relation too nice, and yet too true. 
Mal. What's the neweſt griefr _ 
Roſſe. That of an hours age doth hiſs the Speaker | 
Each minute teems a new one. F ; 
 Macd, How does my Wife ? 


Roſe 


- 


Roſſe. Why, well. 
Macd And all my Children? 
Roſſe. Well too. | | 
Macd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Roſſe No, they were well at peace when I did leave em 
Macd. Be notaniggard of your ſpeech. how goes it : 
Roſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a ramour 
Ot many worthleſs fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witnes'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrants power afoot. 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiers, make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 
Mal. Be't their comfort 
We are coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thouſand Men. 
An older, and a better Soldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 
Roſſe. Would I could anſwer | 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in the deſart air, 
Where hearing ſhould not catch them. 
Macd, What, concern they 
The general Cauſe? or is it a fee grief 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? | 
Roſſe. No mind that's honeſt. | 
But in it ſhares ſome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 75 | 
Macd, If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it? 
Noſſe. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt found , 
That ever yet they heard. _ 
Macd. Hum! I gueſs at it. 
Roſſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd, your Wife and Babes 
bogey ner d. To W oy the manner, ; 
ere, on the quarry of theſe m d Deer. 
To|add the, death of you, | — 
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Mal. Merciful Heaven! 1 

What Man ne'er pull your' hat upon your brows; 
. Give ſorrow words; the grief that does not ſpeak; 

| Whiſpers the Oer fraught cart, and bids i it break. 
"Macd. My Children too! - 

*Roſſe. Wife, Children, Servants, all chat could be found 2 
Macd. And I muſt be from thence . / * Wife kill'd too! 80 
Roſſe. T have fai. | 
Mal. Be comforted. 

Let's make us med*cines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no Children. All my pretty ones; 

Did you ſay all? O Hell Kite! All! 

What, all my pretty chickins, and their dam, 

At one fell {woop! 

Mal. Diſpute it like a Man, 


Macd 1 ſhall do ſo; . 2 | ſec 
But 1 muſt alſo fecl it as a Man, up 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, it 
That were moſt precious to me. Did Heay'n look o 2 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, | 
They were all ſtruck tor thee: Naught that 1 „ or 
Not for their on demerits, but for mine, in 
Fell ſlaughter on their Souls: Heav'n reſt them nowv. Al 


| Mal. Be this the Whetſtone of your ſword ; let grief me 
Convert to anger, blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. O I could play the Woman with mine eyes, 
And Biaggart with iy tongue: But gentle Heav'ns 
Cut ſhort all inter miſſion: Front to front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my ſelf; 
Within my ſwords length ſet him, if he Ea , 
May Heav'n forgive him too. | ut 
Mal. This time goes manly: eee e 
Come, go we to the King: our power is ready 3 
Our lack | is nothing but our e Macbeth 
Is fipe for ſhaking; and the powers above 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The nighe is long that never fads the "OP. I Exeunt: 
"ACT; 
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SCENE I. 4 Anm. chamber in Macbeth 


Caſtle. 
Euter a Doctor of Phyfick, & a Gentlewoman, 
DOCTOR. : 


I Have two nights watch'd with you, but can peri 
ceive no truth in your report. When was-it ſhe laſt 


walk d? 


Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the field, I have 


ſeen her riſe from her bed , throw her night - gown 
upon her, unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold 


it, write upon't, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again 

return to bed; yet all this while in a moſt faſt ſleep. 
Doc. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 

once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watch- 


ing. Jn this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking. 


and other actual performances, what at any time have 


you heard her ſay? 


Gent. That Sir , which I will not report after has 
Doct. You may to me, and 'tis moſt meet youſhould, 
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit- 
nels to confirm my ſpeech, _ | | 
Enter. Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 


Lo you? here ſhe comes : This is her ver guiſe, and 


upon my life faſt aſleep; obſerve her, ſtand cloſe, 
Dock. How came ſhe by that light? | 
Gent. Why, it ſtood by her: ſhe has light by her 
continually , 'tis her command, 
Doc. You ſee her eyes are open. 
Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 
Doct. What is it ſhe do's now? 
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Tk how ſhe = her "6H | 
125 Gent. It is an accuſtom d action with her, to ſeen 
chus waſhing her hands: I have known her continue in 
this a quarter of an huu. 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. 

Do#?., Hark, ſhe ſpeaks, Lwillfet down what camei 
From her, to ſatisde my remembrance the more ftrongh, 

| Lady. Out damned Tar; out I lay. „ One, Two, 
why then tis time to do't... Hell is murky. Fie, my 
Lord, ſie, a Soldier, and afraid; what need we fear? 
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 
count..: yet who would have thought the old Ap to 
ave had ſo much blood in him? 
Dot. Do you mark that 

Lady. The Thaneof Fife, had a Wi'e; 1 is ſhe now? 
"What will theſe hands ne'er be clean ?.. . No more of 
that , by Lord, no more o that: you marr all with 
ſtarting. | 

Doct. Go to, go to; 

You have knoven what you ſhould not. | 

Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſtould not, I am fare 1 
of that: Heaven knows what ſhe has known. 

Lady: Here's the ſmell of blood ſtill; all the per- | 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand, Oh! 
oh! oh! _ 

Dock. What a fi igh is there? The heart is forely | 
charg'd. 

e. I would not have ſuch a he art in my boſome, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doc. Well, well — | 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir. | | 

Dost. This diſeaſe is beyond my pre Qice: yet l have | 
known thoſe which have walkr in their fleep , who 
tave died holily in their beds. 
Lady. Wafh your hands, put on yorr night-gown, 
look not ſo pale —— I tell you yet ag ain, Bangus's 
buried ; he cannot come © out on 's grave. 
Does. Even ſo? 


1 


Doc t. Will ſhe go now to-bed? 


Some fay he's mad: Others, that leſſer hate him 


*  . 
* 
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Lady. To- bed, to- bed; there's knocking at the Gate: 


Come, come, come, come, give me your hand: 


* what's done, cannot be undone. . To- bed, to bed, 
| [Exit Lady. 


to- bed, 


Gent, Direaly. 


Doct. Foul whiſperings are abroad; unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected Minds 


To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets; 

More needs ſhe the Divine than the Phytician : 

God, God forgive us all. Look after her, 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance , 

And ſtill keep eyes upon her; ſo good night. 

My mind ſhe has mated , and amaz'd my ſight. 

I think, but dare not ſpeak. 
Gent. Good-night, Good Doctor. [ Exeunts 


SCENE II. A Field with a Wood at 


Aiſtance. 
Enter Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox and Soldiers. 


Ment, The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn in them: For their dear cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Near Birnam wood 
Shall we meet them, for that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows it Donalbaine be with kis Brother? 
Len For certain, Sir, he is not: I have a file 
Of all the Gentty ; there is Seywards Son, 
And many unruff Youths that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood. * 
Ment. What does the Ty1ant? | 
Cath, Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly fortifies; 
Do call it valiant fury, but for certain, 8 
He cannot bulckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
| E 2 Within 
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Within the belt of rule. 
Ang. Now do's he feel 
His ſecret murthers ſticking on his * 
Now minutely revolts upraid his faith breach i 
Thoſe he commands move only in command. 
Nothing in love: Now does he feel his Title 
Hang looſe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh thief. pd 
Ment. Who then ſhall blame 
His. peſter'd ſenſes to recoyl , and ſtart, 
When all that is within him dos condemn 
It ſelf for being there? 
Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where t'is truly ow'd: 
Meet we the med'cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we, in our Countrys purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Lin. Or ſo much as it needs, 
To dew the ſovereign Flower, and drown the weeds 
Make we our march towerds Birnam. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. % Caſtle. 


Enter Macbeth, Docfar, and, Attendants. 
Mach. Brinz me no more reports, let them fly all: 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunſinane, 
J cannot taint with fear. What's the boy. Malcolme! 
Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd thus: 
Fear not , Macbeth, no Man that's born af Woman 
Shall cer have power upon thee. Then fly falſe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Frglih E picures: 
The mind I ſway by, and the heart 1 bear, | 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor ſhike with fear. 
Enter a Servant. 
The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd Lown: 
Where got'ſt thou that Gooſe: look ? 
Ser. There are ten thouſand —= 
h | Mach, 


& 


s I» 2 


b, 


Macb. Geeſe, Villain? 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 

Mach. Go, prick thy face, and overfred thy fear, 
Thou lilly liver'd Boy. What Soldiers, patch? 

Death ef thy Soul, thoſe linnen cheeks of thine 
Are Counſellours to fear. What Soldiers, Whey-face? 

Ser. The Engliſh Force, ſo pleaſe you. 

Mach. Take thy face hence. Seyton 1... I'm ſick at heart, 
When I behold .. Seyton, I fay!... this puſh 
Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 

1 have liv'd long enough: My way of life 

Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow leaf; 

And that which ſhould: accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

J muſt not look te have: But in their ſtead, 

Curſes, not loud but deep, mouth honour , breath, 

Which the poor heart would fain deny , and dare nor. 
Enter Seyton. 8 

Sey. What's your gracious pleaſure? 

Mach. What news more? He | | 

Sey. All is confirm'd , my Lord, which was reported. 

Mach. I'll fight till from my bones my fleſh is hackt. 


Give me my armour, 


Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
Macb. Tl put it on: 
Send out more horſes, skir the Country round; 
Hang thoſe that ſtand in fear. Give me mine armour. 
How do's your patient, Doctor? 
Dock. Not fo ſick, my Lord, f 


As the is troubled with thick-coming fancies , 


That keep her from her reſt. 

Mach, Cure her from that: 5 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow , 
Raſe out the written troubles of the brain, 
And with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleauſe the ſtuft boſome of that perillous tuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 55 


- 


of MACBETH, 65 


* „ 


_ „ —_—_—_—— os 


* y . 4 
* * oo * * 
* * Aa — < 
* 


- 4 


| 1 TOES. T | 
50 The TRAGEDY 
Doc. Therein the Patient 
Muſt miniſter unto himſelt. 

Mach. Throw Phyſick to the Dogs, Fill none oft 
Come, put my Armour on , give me my Staff, 
Seyton, Send out ---- Doctor. the Thanes fly from me 
Come, Sir, diſpatch ------ If thou could'ſt ; Doctor, al 
The water off my land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, | 
That ſhould applaud again, Pull't off, I ſay 
Whar Rhubard, Senna, or what purgative drug, 
Would ſceur theſe Engliſb hence: Hear ſt thou of them! 


Doct. Ay, my good Lord; Your Royal preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething. 


NMMacb. Bring it after me 
I will not be afraid of death and "TY , 
Till Birnam Foreſt come to Dunſmane. 
Doct. Were 1 from 9 0 inane away, and clear, 
Profit again ſnould hardly raw me here. Laue 


SCENE Iv. 4 Wo. 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward , Macduff, Sey wards Son, 


Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus and Soldiers marching. 


Mal. Couſin, T hope the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be fafe. 
Ment, We doubt it nothing. 
Seyw. What wood is this before us? 
Ment. The wood of Birnam. 
Mal, Let every Soldier he him down a bough, 
And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we fradow 
The numbers of our Hoſt, and make diſcoy -Þ 
Err in report of us. ; DEN 
Sold. It ſhall be done. oY 
Seyw. We learn noother; but the confident Tyrant 
Keeps ftill in Dunſinane, and will endure 
Our ſetting down before rot, 


Mat, 


on 
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Mal. "Tis his main hope: 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt, 

And none ſerve with him, bat conſtrained things, 


Whoſe hearts are abſent too. 


Mach. Set our beſt cenſüres 
Before the true event, and put we on 
Induſtrious Soldierſhip. | | 
Seyw. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion 5 us know 
What we thall ſay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative, their unſure hopes relate, 
But certain iſſue, ſtrokes muſt arbitrate, 
Towards which, advance the War. L xeunt marching. 


8 CE N E We "the Caſtle. 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, Soldier with Drums 0 Colourk 


Aach. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls, 

The Cry is ſtill, they come: Our Caſtles ſrength 
Will laugh a Siege fo ſcorn. Here let them you 7 
Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: a | 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours , 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, * - 


And beat them backward homs. Wh: gat is that andy: 


[ 4 cry within of Women. 
Sey. It is the cry of Women, my good iord. 
Mach. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night ſhriek , and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouze, and ſtir 
As life were in't. I have ſupt tell with horrors ; 
Direneſs familiar to my ſlaughterous thoughts 
CR once ſtart me, Wherefore was that ery d : 
ey. The Queen (my Lord) is dead. 
pray She ſhould have dy'd hereafter g 


There would haye been a time for fach a word, 
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To-morrow , and to-morrow, and to-morrow ; 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time: 

And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools ' 
The way to ſtudy death. Out, out, brief candle; 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, à poor player, 

That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 
And then is heard no more. It is a tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of ſound and fury 
Signifying nothing. 


% 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue: thy ſtory quickly. 
Meſ. My gracious Lord, | | 
I ſhould report that which I fay I ſaw. 
But know not how to dot. 
Macb. Well, fy, Sir. 
Meſ. As 1 did ſtand my watch upon the hill, 
1 look d toward Birnam, and anon methought 
The wood began to move. 
Mach. Liar, and ſlave. [ Striking him. 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath , if t be not ſo: 
Within this three mile you may ſee it coming. 
I ſay » 4 moving grove. f | 5 
Aacb. If thou ſpeak ſt falſe, . 
Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive £ 
*T ill famine cling thee: If thy ſpeech be ſfooth, 
I care not if thou do'ſt for me as much. 
I pall in reſolution, and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend , 
That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birnam Wood 
Do come to Dunſinane, and now a Wood 
Comes toward Dunſinane. Arm, arm, and out; | 
Tt this which he avouches do's appear, 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I gin to be a weary of the Sun, 


S 


And wiſh th' eſtate o' th* World were now undone: 


Ring the alarum Bell, blow wind, come wrack , 


At leaſt we'll die with harnch on our back, | Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Before Macbeths Caſtle. 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, and their Army, 
with boughs. | 


Mal.Now near enough: your leavy ſcreens throw down, 


And ſhew like thoſe you are: You, worthy Uncle, 
Shall with my-Couſin, your right noble Sen, 
Lead our firſt Battel. Worthy Macduff, and we , 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do 
According to our order. | 
Seyw, Fare you well; 
Do we but find the Tyrants power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macb. Make all our Trumpets 15 » give them al 
| br cath, | | 
Thoſe clamorous Harbingers of blood and death. Exeunt. 
| [ Alarums continued. 
Enter Macbetn. | 
Mach. They have ty'd me to a ſtake I cannot fly 
But Rear. like I muſt ught the courſe, What's he 
That was not born of Woman? Such a one 
Am l ta fear, or none. N 
: Enter Young Seyward: 
T. Seyw. What is thy name? 
Mach. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 5 
T. Seyw. No, though thou call' thy {elf a hotter name 
Than any is in Hell. | | 
| Mach. Ny name's Macbeth. 5 
IT. Seyw. The Devil himſelf could not pronounce a Title 
More hateful to mine car. | | 
Macb. No nor more fearful. 
I. Seyw. Thou lieſt, thou abhorred Tyrant, 
And with my ſword I'll prove the lie thou ſpeak'ſt. 
3 [ Fight, and Young Seyward's ſlain, 
Mach. Thou waſt born of Woman; TE 
But {words I {mile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
E 5 Bran- 
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randiſh'd by Man that's of a Woman born. [ Exit 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

FRY That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy face: 
If thou be'ſt lain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My Wite and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 

I cannot ſtrike at wretched Rernes, whoſe arms 

Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves; come thou; Ma Macbeth, 

Or elſe my Sword with an unbatter d edge 

I ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be; 

By this great clatter, one of greatelt note 

Seems bruited. Let me find him, Fortune, 

And more I beg not. [ Exit. Alarums, 
| Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 

1 This way, my Lord, the Caſtle's gently rendered 

he Tyrants people, on both ſides do ght, 

425 noble Thanes do bravely in the War; 
The day almoſt it ſelf profeſſes yours, 
And little is to do. 2 
Aal. We have met with Foes 
That ſtrike beſide us. 5 
Se). Enter, Sir, the Caſtle. Exeunt. Alarum:. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own Sword? whilſt I fee lives, the gaſbes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn Hell- hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : 

But pet thee back my Soul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 
Macd. I have no words, | 

My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier villain 


Than terms can give thee out. (Fight. Alarum. 


| Mach. Thou Joſeſt hbour , 

As eaſie may'ſt thou the intrenchant air | 

With thy keen Sword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts; 

bear a charmed life which muſt not yield 


"Fo one of Woman born. Mcd. 


Lo Hh < | 
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Macd. Diſpell thy Charm, — 
And let the Angel whom thou till haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his Mothers womb 
Untimely ripd, _ 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me fo 
For it hath cow'd my better part of Man: | 
And be theſe jugling Fiends no more beliey'd , 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 


+ Thar keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope. 1I'l} not fight with thee. 


Macb. Then yield thee, Coward , 
And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o'th' time. 
We'll have thee; as our rarer Monſters are 
Painted upon a Pole, and under writ, 


Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 


Macb. 1 will not yield 
To kiis the ground before young Malcolms feet; 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curte. 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos d, being of no Woman born, 
Yer I will try the laſt. Before my body, 
throw my Warlike Shield; Lay on Afacdusr, 
And damn d be him, that firſt cries hold, enough. 
| [ Exeunt fighting, Alarums, 
Enter fighting, and Macbeth is ſlain. 
Retreat and Flouriſh, Enter with Drum and Colours , 
Malcome, Seyward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal. 1 would the Friends we miſs, were ſafe arriy d. 


Seyw. Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe 1 fre, 


So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mal. Macduff is miſſing, and your noble Son. 
Roſſe. Your Sen, my Lord, has paid a Soldiers debt. 
He only liv'd but till he was a Man, 
The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd, 

In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a Man he dy d. 
 Seyw. Then he is dead? I ſorroww 

Roſſe. Ay, and brought off the Field. Your cauſe of 
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Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
ig It hath no end. 
| |  _ Seyw. Had he his hurts before? 
gRoſſe. Ay, on the front. | 
Seyw. Why then, Gods Soldier be he: 
Had I as many Sons as I have hairs, 
* J would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
[ And fo his knell is knolld. 
= Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
li And that Pl] ſpend for him. 
þ Seyꝛv. He's worth no more: 
bl They fay he parted well, and paid his ſcore, 


| And ſo God be with him. Here comes new comfort, | 
| Enter Nacduff with Macbeths head. | 

| Behold, where ſtands. 
is tree: 
I ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdoms Peers, 

That ſpeak my falutation in their minds: 
i W boſe voices I delire aloud with mine; 
, | Hail King of Scotland 
; 
: 


| Macd. Hail, King! tor ſo thou 
Th' Uſurpers curſed head; the 


All. Hail, King of Scotland / | [ Floariſfp, 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſeveral loves, 
Aud make us even with you. My Thanes and Kinſmen 
. - Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an Honour nam'd. What's more td do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
e As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, ; 
1 That fled the ſnares of watchful Tyranny ; 
by Producing furth the cruel Miniſters 4 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend like Queen; 
Who / as tis thoyght) by ſelf and violent hands, 
Took off her life; This, and what needful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace af Grace, 
We will perform in meaſure, time and place. 
So thanks to all at once and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us . at Scone. 
| TRE Flouriſh, Excunt omni: 
rin“ 


